IN   PRAISE   OF   MAHA
jsft*
A scarab divine named Kaalishakthi
Doth buzz around and haunt the boughs
Of a goodly tree called the Universe
That grows aloft in the wood of Time :
'Bright eyes burning blue, its legs
Sextile are the addhuvas primal'
Say the sages of yore that con the texts.
The Shakti flood goes up and down-
-And otherwhere on heaven and earth
Making many marvels by miraculous art;
And my poor heart doth pine for the flow
Within the recesses de-ep of my being,
Of this brave Shakti flood, the vibrant essence^
Of the Veda of old and its primal sonance.
Love embodied, She causes Pain : Both weal and woe she metes and doles, And those this cognize will saved be ! Beginningless, she is the beginning ! She is intelligence vast and indivisible; too,—
